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Rhymes for Wee Sweethearts 
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To 

HAROLD and STUART 

My Two Wee A/en, with love most true 
These Rhymes I dedicate to you. 
Enjoy them, then, while yet you may 
Throughout your childhood' s happy day., 
And when your little feet shp.ll roam 
To distant places far from home, 
Let not the love you then may know 
Exclude that of the long ago ; — 
Within your hearts e'er keep a place, 
That Mother 's memory may grace. 
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Her picture taken in the 

selfsame gown . . Frontispiece 

And lets us have, what do 
you think "! A real cup 
of tea .... Faring page 62 



She comes right out and 
stays till noon 

We watched but didn't see 
him come 
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As he slings o'er my shoul- 
der the old canteen . " "170 





When Grandmamma Was 
Little 





And there's her picture taken in this 

selfsame gown, 
With ruffles reaching to the waist 

and panties showing down ; 
Hair parted in the middle ; over each 

ear a curl : 
Plow pretty was our grandmamma 

when just a little girl ! 






My Birthday 
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My Birthday 

The one day out of all the rest 
I like the very, very best 
Is that when I'm allowed to do 
Just anything that I want to. 
Then no one stops me, but all try 
To make me happy, and oh, my ! 
The lots of presents that I get, 
And bully things to eat, you bet ! 
While my big brother doesn't care, 
But lets me take a double share : 
If I could only have the say 
I'd make it always my birthday. 
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Boyology 





When I'm Big 
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o' Dreams 





His Little Iron Man 





Sick 
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Independence 





Mother's Afternoon-at-Home 
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The Crabs 





Having Your Picture Taken 





Company 





The Little Girl Next Door 





Disobedience 
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Mother's Little Man 





The Rag Man 





Sister Sara Jane 





She comes right out and stays till noon. 




My Dog Trixy 





Harold's Lament 





The Naughty Little Girl 
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She says she's sure the little girl 
She 
used 
to 

know 
Would never do those horrid things 
That 

hurt 
her 
so ; 
And though she never tries to whip, 

She looks so sweet and sad 
That somehow I just get ashamed 

And can't keep being bad : 
I chase the naughty girl away 

As far as far can be ; 
Then I run and kiss my mother, so 
She'll 

know 

I'm 
me ! 
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Little Prattling-Tongue 





The Youngest 





Mrs. Spider 





We watched but didn't see him come. 




I Like My Dolly Best 





The Middle of the Night 





On the Stair 





When Our Fathers Were 
Little Boys 





The New Brother 





The Way Mother Looked You 
Through and Through 
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The Way Mother Looked You Through 
and Through 
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When you'd been knee-deep in mis- 
chief, and put yourself about, 
Trying in just every way you 
could, 
To bide it from your mother, so she 
wouldn't find it out, 
Or making up excuses if she 
should, 
There came the trying moment when, 
standing at her knee, 
You could feel yourself a-turning 
kind of blue, 
Wbile the chills began a-chasing, 
first one, then two, then three, — 
At the w r ay she sort of looked you 
through and through. 
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With your two eyes fastened down- 
ward, heart going pit-a-pat, 
And knees that kept a-knocking, 
knocking so, — 
Fingers all a-trembling till you al- 
most dropped your hat, 
Your one thought — could you only 
bolt and go ! 
Conscience started , pricking, in :i 
most unhappy way, 
As the wonder and the terror 
slowly grew, 
So your lips refused to frame the 
lie you'd taught yourself to say, 
While your mother sort of looked 
you through and through. 
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How the room kept spinning round 
you, how the ache grew in your 
head ! 
For the moment, it seemed almost 
good to die, 
Oh, surely — you were thinking — it 
" were better you were dead 
As the shame of all yoti'd done 
passed slowly by. 
Then there came the happiest mo- 
ment that your life had ever 
known, 
Hard at first, but in the end the best 

for you, 
The moment you confessed to her 
with a choking little moan, 
And forgiving mother looked you 
through and through. 
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A Favor 





Granddaddy 





As HE SLINGS O'ER MY SHOULDER THE OLD CANTEEN. 
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The Merry Little Fellow 





Slumber Land 
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